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their large families. The Petain government reached an agreement
with Mussolini, according to which all Italians would return to
Italy. These two men refused because they were Socialists, and
chiefly because they felt they belonged completely to France and
not to the 'stabber in the back'. The Vichy authorities decided to
intern Italians who felt that way. They were arrested, and here
at the Eveche they had been waiting eight days to be taken to an
internment camp.
At the Eveche you only got a slice of bread a day, you had to buy
your food from the jailer, and it was as fine a racket as any. These
men were without money and had lived for eight days on that little
bread. They had bad chills, for at the Eveche you don't get blankets,
the idea being that according to law you shouldn't be kept there for
longer than twenty-four hours.
"There's no decency left in the world," the tall Italian concluded.
World without England, I said to myself, and a deep desire swept
through me for them to keep me in prison, for them to sentence
me for the duration, and it would be worth while. To have said
that England would win the war, to have spoken of General de
Gaulle who didn't want his country to stay as base as it was under
Vichy, was worth it.
"You must take it easy," the smaller Italian said. Then I told them
what happened to me, and dumbfounded as they were they had time
for me and to gasp at the dirty trick that had been played on me.
"You must deny it," the smaller one said. "Don't let yourself
be caught. They'll try all sorts of tricks on you. But say no, say no,
and finally they must let you off."
"They can't blame you for speaking well of your country," they
- both said. "It's your duty."
"But I'm not English.  I can't even say that."
"Never mind.   Deny it, and they must let you out,"
Then I asked who the chief of police was: they said he was a
naval officer whom Darlan had put in. The occupation of France
by the rue Royal e was well in progress.
The day passed with the guillotine and the stabbed heart; and the
latrine going oft" every few minutes. Towards evening. things
livened up. First, a young man came in and he told us in a normal
voice he had just been caught stealing. He was the first thief I had
come Into contact with, and in the beginning I was somewhat shy.
Then a batch of Corsicans were brought in: slick, dark, well dressed
in a loud fashion, they were tickled to death and roared with
laughter. They had been playing cards for money in a bar; the bar
was raided and they were caught: after twenty-four hours they